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house put up on the lower mesa for an office and Don
Pepe's quarters; she heard with a thrill of thankful
emotion the first wagon load of ore rattle down the then
only shoot; she had stood by her husband's side per-
fectly silent, and gone cold all over with excitement at
the instant when the first battery of only fifteen stamps
was put in motion for the first time. On the occasion
when the fires under the first set of retorts in their shed
had glowed far into the night she did not retire to rest
on the rough cadre set up for her in the as yet bare
frame-house till she had seen the first spungy lump of
silver yielded to the hazards of the world by the dark
depths of the Gould Concession; she had laid her un-
mercenary hands, with an eagerness that made them
tremble, upon the first silver ingot turned out still warm
from the mould; and by her imaginative estimate of its
power she endowed that lump of metal with a justifi-
cative conception, as though it were not a mere fact,
but something far-reaching and impalpable, like the
true expression of an emotion or the emergence of a
principle.

Don Pepe, extremely interested, too, looked over her
shoulder with a smile that, making longitudinal folds
on his face, caused it to resemble a leathern mask with a
benignantly diabolic expression.

" Would not the muchachos of Hernandez like to get
hold of this insignificant object, that looks, por Dios,
very much like a piece of tin?" he remarked, jocularly.

Hernandez, the robber, had been an inoffensive, small
ranchero, kidnapped with circumstances of peculiar
atrocity from his home during one of the civil wars, and
forced to serve in the army. There his conduct as
soldier was exemplary, till, watching his chance, he
killed his colonel, and managed to get clear away. With
a band of deserters, who chose him for their chief, he hax3